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CONSECRATED THOUGHTS, 

&c. 



'* And God blessed the seventh day, and sanctified it." 

Gen. ii. 3. 



" This is the day the Lord hath made," 

So man's first parents sung. 
As from their angel-sentried bower 
They rose to praise their Maker's power. 
With love-inspired tongue. 

The morning's sim, that bade them wake 

From Nature's first repose. 
Announced the day of peace and rest. 
To God and man alike the best ; — 

Time's origin and close. 
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PREFACE. 



I HERE venture to offer to the world a few 
notes from a harp which has been consecrated to 
the service of religion. It may appear presump- 
tuous in me to step forth with anything of the 
kind ; but, if questioned for my reason, I must 
needs fall back upon an old apology, and say, that 
I have been induced by the persuasion of friends, 
and encouraged by the hope of being useful. 
There is one argument, nevertheless, in favour of 
the publication of religious poetry; namely, that it 
is always acceptable to some readers, and appli- 
cable to some Christian's feelings and experience ; 
and it is under the hope that what follows may 
not prove altogether unwelcome to a Church which 
I serve and venerate, that I commend this attempt 
to its benediction. 



JU ckj ^ifSp » iiiia tkf 



I STOOD beade a rafid 

Tliat Maree witlim its bonks was stsjcd. 
And watebcd how, in die noao-daj ^eam. 

Its broken eddies twided and played ; 
The flowers tbat decked its Tcrdant side 
Were drowned beneath tbe swol'n tide. 



And still it rolled with gathering speed. 
More turbid yet its waters grew, 

And one by one each waving reed 
Receded ilowly from my view, 

Till nought was seen to lie at rest 

Save one fair flower upon its breast 
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It was a lily's snow-white cup 
Upon the hoistVous stream that lay, 

The hurrying waters buoy'd it up, 
But could not sweep its form away ; 

For, yielding to the rising wave, 

The elastic stetn still freely gave. 



And thus, I thought, the child of grace 
Breasts the rude floods of earthly care. 

While others sink beyond aU trace. 
Lost in the depths of their despair : 

For as his days of trial rise. 

His God an equal strength supplies. 



When Israel halts on Edom's shore. 
Afraid to trust an arm unseen, 

God sends his messenger before. 
And backward rolls the liquid screen ; 

The waters stand upon an heap 

While Israel traverses the deep. 
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So when cm JorcUii's mjsdc flood 
The obedient foot in fiuth was kid. 

The awe-struck current tranquil stood, 
And o'er its bed a pathway made : 

For God is with His church below, 

As through the waterfloods they go. 



Then fear not, child €£ faith and prayer, 
When charged the river's depths to try ; 

The lily bids thee cease from care, 
And shows how Christ is ever nigh : 

Thy Saviour stems the tide with thee. 

For " as thy days thy strength shall be !" 
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" He opened the rock, and the waters gushed out" 

Psalm cv. 41. 



When fainting Israel cried aloud to God, 

Oppress'd with heat and thirst, 
He smote the barren rock with Moses' rod, 

And streams forth burst. 

And when a fainting world had almost died, 

God heard the unequal strife ; 
With Moses' curse He pierced the Saviour's side. 

And gave us life. 

Infinite gain ! returning thirst befel 

The lips that drank of yore ; 
The Christian drinks one draught from Calvary's well^ 

And thirsts no more. 



11' 




Tbc viDdf lna2iK«lk: MuAtml^laf 



Tint gn^i, vidi fiagOe hflid, d« tender Uad^ 
Tlie son snfles varm, aid qartsUi wiBtcrbed: 
Whoeomcs to meet die Spdng? 

In aH ber Tirgm purity ansy'd 

Tlie Snowdrop steals, and, vidi ber, lores to boii^ 
The golden Oocos and die Rimr o a e pale, 
The Violet, too, retiring 'neadi ber v&i; 

And other sweets their fragrant gifts diat fling. 



• 



Spake not the sage full well, that to the heart 

% Friendship sought, would Friendship's warmdi impart? 

That souls, like waters in some valley sweet, 

Should give and take, and mingle as diey meet ? 
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Thus, when thy sun looks forth with kindly gleam, 

And thy soft airs hreathe wooingly, 
Who, Friendship ! — (halcyon of life's troubled stream) — 
Who may resist thy plea ? 
Who comes to meet thy Spring ? 
« • • • * 

First in the train. Sincerity, 
The Snowdrop of the heart, first spnmg to tell 
Of after-coming Charity, 

Whom straight 'presents * the Crocus — with a tint 
That glows upon the eye, betokening Zeal ; 

As though her golden stores she would not stint, 
Because on Winter's lingering steps they felL 
Yet, oh ! how sweet her softer graces seem 

When, like the Primrose pale, in meek attire, 
Simplicity ! thy mild attractions beam 

To soften and subdue her native fire ; 
Thus steals the eve upon the day. 

Like pilgrim grey. 
With dusky robe begirt, with whispers strange. 

And the sad soughing of the hollow breeze — 

* Represents.— See Mid. N. Dream. 
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Yet thus shall Friendship's wreath but sparely please, 

Though Fancy need not far for one more emblem range. 

• « « • « 

Hast thou e'er strolled hard by some mossy bank, 

On which the nursing sunbeams love to play, 
At early day ? 
When some luxurious odour comes and goes, 
FilUng the senses, whUe in meek repose, 
'Mid copses green and osier dank. 

The giver gives to all, nor asks the guest to pay ? 
Such like, in Friendship's train, her last, best grace. 

The Violet of her wreath — Disinterestedness ; 

With hand unseen that loves to bless. 
Nor cares to unveil her unobtrusive face, 
Waits at Occasion's gate in silence and in peace. 

• • • « « 

Go now, whoe'er thou art, upon whose path 
The spring of love shall dawn ; 
Nor let the Snowdrop fail, nor Crocus bright. 
Stint her fair promise, no! nor ** Primrose rathe," 
Nor Violet shrinking from the light. 
Forget to grace thy mom. 



CONSECRATED THOUGHTS. 13 

Ah, me ! yet what are these ? 

Sweet flowers he they, hut Winter's hreath is rude — 
Sweet flowers, that wither in their loveliness, 

Oft ere their charms are view'd ; 
For many a goodly stem is snapp'd apart, 
Whose death makes large division in the heart. 
Ah, me ! — ^yet wherefore sigh? 
Lives there no home of hope in yonder sky ? 

Love's life is there— >the Friendship of Eternity. 

« « • « « 

Go now ! whoe'er thou art, whose yearning soul 
Pants for a love that Time shall ne'er control. 
There is a love more close than kinsmen own. 
That lives through life — and lives — ^when life is gone. 
On Earth its emblem is the cross and rod. 
In Heaven the veil is rent, and, lo ! thy God ! 
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" Tboa koowest not what a day may bring fiwth." 

Prov. xxviL L 



Pride of the mom ! when soft'iiiiig show'rs 

Are falling on earth's breast of green. 
Tricking with dewy gems those bow'rs 

Where Nature's God is seen. 
We may not trust thy kindly seeming 

While yon bright rainbow in the west 
Tells us of noontide lightnings gleaming, 

And not of Nature's rest 

And who may count upon thy sun, 

Pride of the yet unsorrow'd youth. 
When noon has scarcely yet begun, 

And thou not tried its truth? 
Storms there may be, and struggling winds, 

To make thee pant for some release ; 
On earth the soul no respite finds. 

In Heaven alone is peace. 
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" Therefore I went about to cause my heart to despair 
of all the labour which I took under the sun." 

EccLES. ii. 20. 



I ASKED for gold : Thou gavest me large store, 
Houses and lands in plenty — afield on field ; 

My hands were full — I thirsted yet for more, 
Nor would my inexhausted wishes yield : 

And thus I learnt Thou wast not to be found, 

Though countless heaps of riches glittered all around. 

I sighed for fame, and Fame adorned my brow, 
Filling her silver trumpet with my story ; 

But while its notes still linger'd, even now 
My weary soul grew sick of all its glory : 

So learned I that, how sweet soe'er its lays. 

Thou com'st not in the changeful breath of mortal 
praise. 



IS 



I tevcd wr^ hmI to gshy icvchiy 

Aad called k joy ; l«t wWIcobU Aeae siail? 
Mj ladcs hMt to TWe BrtiMtifv tHB'd, 
And aD its jw f qtj amid diii fidneai lesii'd. 



TIhb wealtby amlatioo, pleasore^ in ^bai tmn. 

Wooed me widun dieir soim j bowen to bask ; 
And erer as tfaey came, m j soul would apam 

Ddiglits that pgtyred unequal to thdr task : 

Tin paDedy and shrinking from dieir Tain caress, 

I bade my heart deq^air, and wept for Happmess. 



I wept for HapinnesB — and Thoa didst hear, 

Who writest ** Vani^" on all below ; 
For 'twas Thy hand my shattered bark did steer, 

And made each wave with softer motion flow : 
For when all hmnan arts in yain were tried, 
Thou tpakest from the cloud, and bad'st my wants 
subside. 
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Thou lookedst on my gold : it vanished, 
And Poverty her withered arm upreared ; 

Possessions all, and friends (save One) had fled, 
For then Thy face and happiness appeared ; 

And so I learned that I was richest now. 

When Heaven my treasure held, and all I had was 
Thou! 

Then passed my glory ; for Detraction's wind 
Swept like the desert hlast across my fame, 

And left me nothing hut a wreck hehind. 
The memory of a once illustrious name : 

So learned I that the true renown is won 

By Him that gains Thy deathless crown of praise — 
" Well done ! " 



At last-^slow creeping through each healthful vein. 
Disease unnerved mine arm and dimmed mine eye, 

While days of weariness, and nights of pain, 
Taught me life's mighty secret — ^how to die ; 

And thus I found the heart's true joy to he 

To dwell alone, *mid life's vast thoroughfare, with Thee. 
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••Altbongfa I hmre tcAii eied tfaem among tke co ua l ri ei 

yet vill I be to tbrai u a fide anctaarj in tke ooontriet 

where tbe j shall oome." 

EXEKIBL zL IC 



Whbk Athens' patriotic son,* 

By false and t}Tant hearts hetraj'd. 
Beheld his daj of gloiy done. 
And saw its dreams of honour fiide ; 
He sought, with flving step, old Neptune's side, 
And vainly hoped from him what all the woild denied. 

Alas, for him ! what friends had been, 

Who left him to his fiite alone. 
And fled ; as leaves in winter keen 
Their parent bough and stock disown ; 
Such like, unable to avenge or save, 
The powerless sea-god left his votary but a grave. 

* Demosthenes. 
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Not such their lot, who, scattered far 

From Jordan's side and Judah's plains, 
Looked fondly hack where Salem's star 
Shone dimly o'er the captive's chains ; 
To them, O Lord of Hosts, belonged this plea, 
Angels they had for friends ; for sanctuary — ^Thee ! 

So when, amid an exile's woes, 

The indignant spirit might have broke. 
This thought could lull them to repose. 
And make them smile beneath the yoke ; 
For this they knew, that e'en the oppressor's power 
Was raised or changed for their appointed hour. 

And such art Thou, my Saviour dear, 

When worn with care I fain would flee 
To peace we ne'er can look for here ; 
For in the grasp of poverty, 
Or bowed with pain, my weak and throbbing heart 
Seeks Thy bright face, and bids all fear depart 

Though not for me that goodly strand 
On which the unsleeping eyes are set ; * 

• Deut xi. 12. 
c 2 
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My birthright claims a nobler land, 
Where God and man in one have met ; 
Enjoined awhile life's wilderness to roam, 
Till the last sabbath bell shall call me home. 

Till then, though driven from pole to pole. 
With storms of care and anguish prest, 
To Thee shall turn my constant soul. 
And seek a sanctuary's rest ; 
Secure that 'mid a deluge, like the dove. 
One ark my houseless soul shall find — ^Thy Love. 
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[The following lines were written upon the death of 
a young relative, a youth of nineteen, who noted in his 
memorandum-hook, the evening previous to his decease, 
the passage here hitroduced, from Hahakkuk, after it had 
heen read to him hy his father. His growth in religious 
experience had heen peculiarly rapid; and when his 
spirit was on the wing, he raised his feehle arm, and 
with an unexpected energy exclaimed: — "Don't you 
see, mother ? Mother, don't you see ? " and expired.] 



» 



" At evening time it shall be light' 

Zech. xiv. 7. 



What though 'tis dark at morning prime. 
When the thick dewdrops on the hawthorn spray. 
Are wont to sparkle with the earliest ray ? 

This is not yet the fitting time 
When God should hreak the clouds — and thou must 

FRAY. 
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What, though 'tis dark, and noon is nigh, 
When the great lamp of heaven is wont to hlaze, 
Till the far outline fades amid the haze ? 

Shall He for thee uiiveil the sky ? 
Tis thine to bide his time — and thou must praise. 

Still dark ! 'tis sure the westering hour, 
When the grave clouds are wont to meet in state 
Upon the horizon's verge to contemplate 

The parting glory : but is thine the power 
To change the times ? — Go, teach thine heart to wait i 

Peace, doubting soul ; though not so bright 
The falling shadows of the breathless eve, 
As day's first beam ; 'tis writ, lest thou should'st grieve, 

" At evening time it shall be light," 
And light has come ! This is thy joy's reprieve. 

What though the sun has set to thee : 
Yon clouds, that break in rising, catch his beam. 
And as they eastward sail, with rosy gleam. 

Tell what to-morrow's calm shall be. 
Leaving the darkness of to-day a dream. 
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Thus was it with a loyed one's bed, 
Where yearning hearts had hoped from mom till night : 
The rismg spirit caught the sudden Ught; 

And as it left its clay and fled, 
Thus hade them cease to check its heavenward flight : — 

" Although the flg-tree shall not bloom,* 
Neither the vine its blushing clusters hold ; 
Though flocks shall perish from the guarded fold ; 

Still, in the darkness of the tomb. 
Rejoice in God, nor let thy faith grow cold. 

'* Go PRAT, and PRAISE, and wait, till death 
Shall answer in the glimpse of Heav'n's repose. 
For life is but a page of time, whose close 

Shall be death's doom, and bring the breath 
Of life to all, whom God in love hath chose. 

" Then dry those tears that shame thy hope. 
And follow me in heart to yon bright sky. 
Where suns ne'er set, and joys can never die ; 

There love may love with boundless scope. 
Nor fear another death to snap the tie." 

• Habakkuk iiL 17, 18. 
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" If thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out" 

Matt. y. 29. 



** If thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out;" 
Such is Thy hard and peremptory word ! 

Yet who shall blame Thy love, or raise a doubt, 
Because the test of Truth our hearts hath stirred. 

Lord ! if it be Thy will, both eye and hand 

Shall severed be, and cast away at Thy command. 

It is not fond caprice that moves Thy tongue 
To cross our bent, and break our sins' repose ; 

It is no tyrant temper that has wrung 
Our weary hearts, and forced them to disclose 

How many a secret lust and vain desire 

Waits but the touch of sense to kindle into fire. 

Far other thoughts within thy gentle breast. 
Prompt the sad caution to an earth-bound soul. 
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For Thou hast wooed us to Thy Sabbath rest. 

And would'st not see us clogged and lose the goal ; 
As the refiner tries the silver ore, 
That round some precious jewel it may shine the more. 

Then let Thy will be done : if aught would stand 
Betwixt our hearts and Thee, their rightful Lord, 

Be it the dearest of an earthly band. 

Binding us down with Love's insidious cord ; 

We yield the prize that would usurp Thy throne. 

Content to lose all else in having Thee alone« 
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" Abide with us." 

Luke xxiv. 29. 



Abide with me ! 
We cannot speak a parting word so soon — 

Abide with me ! 
The sun has scarcely reached his burning noon, 
And night has yet to come : why should we part ? 
Thy words and looks have overcome my heart. 

Oh, stay awhile ! 
This novelty of love confounds my sense — 

Oh, stay awhile ! 
Or take me with Thee, when Thou goest hence : 
The ark in Obed-Edom's house that dwelt 
In silent blessings, like the dew, was felt. 

Then linger still ! 
Though rude my ways, and poor my best things be, 

Oh, linger still ! 
For Thou hast lit my soul's obscurity ; 
And as when lightnings flash and shine no more, 
Thy loss will leave me darker than before. 
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'M am the living bread which came down from heaven." 

John vi. 51. 



Oh, my dear Lord ! what gentle grace, 
Appears in all thy awful might ; 

Who mak'st the brightness of Thy face, 
Before our weak and cowering sight, 
At once give place. 

For when on Thee man was not able 
To look with mortal eye, and live, 

Thou took*8t his likeness in a stable. 
And for his food Thy flesh didst give. 
At thine own table. 

From things divine, to things of sense, 
Thy Majesty thus lowly stooping, 

Removes all doubt, and all pretence. 
And gives to hearts, with sorrow drooping. 
Faith's recompense. 



Mr 
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" Will ye also go away ?" 

John yi. 67. 



" Will ye, too, go away?" the Saviour cries- 
Well may the Saviour ask ; 
The husy world its cup seductive plies, 

To win from duty's task ; 
But, oh ! the tempter's art shall not prevail, 
Nor firm allegiance fail. 
To whom shall we the awakened, Lord, go now? 
** The words of everlasting life hast Thou." 

Thou art our Brother — thine our Father is, 

Brethren of heavenward hope. 
We look to meet among earth's families 

A love-united troop : 
Things hast Thou told us of the spirit's home. 
Our wistful hearts will roam. 
Who shall supply the hosom's craving now ? 
"The words of everlasting life hast Thou/' 
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** I go to prepare a place for you." 

John xiv. 2. 



And is it then a vain desire, 

To bum for something more than this. 
To task imagination's fire, 

And seek to paint unspoken bliss ? 
Is it a thought too proud and bold 

To pierce the future's shroud, 
And track with them that watch'd of old 

The separating cloud ? 

Sure 'twas the Master's self, ere now, 

That wonder'd at the incurious heart. 
That ask'd not " Whither goest Thou ? " 

Yet knew how soon they were to part ; 
Though sorrow fill'd each silent breast. 

And starting tears each eye. 
That showed how love could only rest 

With Christ beyond the sky. 
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Oh ! well might He that wish forgive, 

Which lonely hearts must often feel, 
When first they learn how hard to live 

Apart from all that Hope would seal^ 
When Faith has taught how hetter far 

With Christ in Heaven to he, 
Than ride upon the exalted car 

Of earth's prosperity. 

It may not he— what passes there, 

Where saints in endless union dwell, 
No mortal eye, nor faithful prayer 

Shall ever learn to see or tell ; 
Like flowers that shut their cups at night. 

The scenes of that hlest place. 
Are only known where Heaven's pure light 

Shines with unclouded face. 



And is it that no straggling ray 

Shall hreak from out that cinctured hliss, 
To give the pining heart some stay 

Of comfort in a world like this? 
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Speak, then, thou instinct of the man, 

That owns a second birth, 
Thy heaven-taught faculties can scan 

Deep things ne'er learned from earth. 

Though not from Nebo's hoary brow, 

With flushing cheek our eyes explore, 
Where Canaan spreads its plains below. 

And tell each prospect o'er and o'er, 
Faith will supply the thing unsaid, 

And, if her store should fail. 
Love shall take up the broken thread. 

And weave a perfect tale. 
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" As soon then as He said unto them, I am He, they went 
backward and fell to the ground." 

John xviii. 6. 



How eloquent that look, my Saviour dear ! 

When, on Thy pra3dng hour, impatient fell 
That traitor's band, and Thou, with its mute spell. 

Didst awe such hearts as had despised Thy tear ; 
For when with staff, and swords, new-edged in hell. 

And hands — ^rude hands — to touch that sacred form, 
They would have torn Thee thence, nor thought of fear. 

In powerless dread they sank, as though a storm 
Of unseen might had crushed them, as we crush 
a worm. 

Was it from seraph hand that prostrate fall ? 

Or saw they aught of terrible array 
Of angel-legions, brightening on their way ? 

No ; 'twas a voice, as mild as mother's call ! 
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Not the fierce overthrow of battle fray, 

It was the calmness of that Majesty 
That rose, like the imperial Sun upon this ball 

At morning-tide, that guilt was fain to flee 
From words which had assured all else — Lo ! " I am 
He." 
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" Lovest thou me ? " 

John xxi. 16. 



'* Lovest thou me V* alas ! how oft in vain 

That questioning has reached mine heedless ear, 
And my dull eye has seen Thy look of pain 
Without a tear. 

Still has my tongue Thy dying love proclaim'd, 

And other ears have drunk the soimds of grace, 
And other eyes have wept when Tliou wast named. 
And sought Thy face. 

And yet I could not well desert Thy cause. 

And hold my peace ; for sure some burning thought 
Would force a hasty vent, and break a pause 
Love ne'er had taught. 
D 2 
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What is it, Lord ? Have the cold winds of Care 

Checked with their wintry touch Affection's flow ? 
Have thoughts of self, and long-neglected prayer, 
Brought me thus low ? 

Turn Thee once more, and hid Thy southern wind 

With softening power untie this icy cord; 
Ask me again : — this answer Thou shalt find— 7 
" Thou knowest. Lord." 
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" This is a great mystery, but I speak concerning Christ 

and the Church." 

Eph. v. 32. 



HusHy hush ! my soul, Love's sacred fane art thou,[ 
Where burning thoughts their holy vigils keep, 
As in bright files before his shrine they bow, 
Waking, with their own fire of transport deep, 
That altar's flame, which never more may sleep ; 
No step profane, within the sevenfold zone. 
Upon the hallow'd ground may dare to creep. 
For that mysterious presence reigns alone, 
And they that worship there can love but only one. 

For so thine archetype, yon world above. 
Bathed in eternal splendours, only stands 
In that essential principle, the love 
Whose unity unbroken fills all lands. 
Constraining cold hearts with its holy bands ; 
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For round the throne attendant senphs veQ 
Their dazzled eyes, awaiting Lote's oonunanda, 
Nur can one thought of earth inrade that pale 
Where hjrmns of lowliest homage and Lore s fires prevaiL 

Is it not Nature's craft that fiishioneth 

Each form material to a kindred birth ? 

That weaves its own existence from their death 

By mystic change, supplying every dearth, 

As fire to flame reduces, earth to earth ? 

So is Love's energy a mighty power, 

Investing every feeling with its worth. 

And like the breath of Spring commands a flower 

Of beauty, on each act, but graceless till that houi. 

Hail ! sacred tie of well-consorted hearts. 
That, spirit-like, into one being glide ; 
Where is it thou hast learned these subtle arts. 
Whose gentle force, in vain by sin decried. 
Can mix two cleansed souls, and none divide ? 
From distant founts thy viewless agency 
Comes flushing o*er the heartstrings with a tide 
That tells of heaven, and that ''great mtstert'* — 
The type of Wedded love and Christian unity. 



CONSECRATED THOUGHTS. 59 

How thy bland influence steals upon the soul, 

In sober earnestness, as steps the moon 

Upon the eve, and sheds a mild control, 

That grows in gradual vigour to its noon. 

Then lingers on, till night, like some loved tune — 

Nor dies it then, for still thine image dwells 

In scenes where angels wonder at man's boon ; 

While the hoarse flood of hallelujahs tells 

Who loved on earth to draw from out salvation's wells. 
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Thnt k it, Lotdy with many a heart 

Which Thoa hast stnmg and toned widi grace; 
Where Lore should keep her even part. 
Her foot is £dtering in the race ; 
And when Affection's lamp should brightly bam, 
The uncertain flame is dimmed at every torn. 
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But shall this ever he ? and death. 

That night of life, our souls surprise ? 
Nor leave us time to draw one breath, 
And plume their wings for other skies ? 
Shall their best motions ever come and go, 
Like Ocean's tide, in ceaseless ebb and flow ? 



Forbid it, Thou, to whom all thought 

Is vocal, as the pulse's beat ; 
Though sin may make our best things nought, 
Yet may Thy ways our footsteps meet ; 
Though many a word and thought be warm or weak, 
Still may the steadfast walk our will bespeak. 



" The day of small things" past, as rocks 

Tom from some mountain torrent's bed. 
Bound onward by repeated shocks. 
With multiplying impulse sped ; 
So Love should urge her all constraining way. 
Till in death's vale she bides the unchanging day. 
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And ihall Lofe die ? Goaikofldm 

Who bead the UBntScnlile KNi^ 
And nw such thing! as make all dim 
That bcightert to this worid bdflog ; 
Twas this that timed the hannonies ahote,— 
Twa« Lore hit eyes bdieU, fiv ^Godis Lofe. 



Oh ! then, since distance cheats the ear, 

For ever shifting the degree. 
Lord, may our strains be load and dear 
In Heaven's Eternal Jubilee, 
When nought shall break the chain of sense and 

sound 
Of souls and hymns in endless union bound. 
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HYMN. 



Mt God ! when countless myriads meet. 
In wondering joy about Thy throne. 

Shall I be one before Thy feet 
To call those blissful hours mine own ? 



Uncertain, doubting, weak, and frail. 
Shall I put off each trace of sin. 

And stand where guilty souls would quail. 
Glory without, and Peace within ? 

Ecstatic thought ! may then my heart, 
Annealed by Thy Spirit's flame. 

Be tempered for its glorious part. 
And wear Thy likeness as Thy name. 
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Tliat tfaej are free, vbik I mtied: 
And jet I Ues dior cardes ^ecd, 

Unknowiiig what a fna^bX dicj bear, 
Hov many a tear tfaej never heed ! 

How many a disregarded pnyer ! 

Far htnT3riDg from fliy frther-land. 

They revel in dieir mnsic wfld. 
And dance upon that fcneign strand. 

But still I bless, for there's my child ; 
They kiss at least those barriers hoar. 

That sever thee from oar despair, 
Aod murmur on that happy shore, 

Happy ! for Love and diou art there. 
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Time was ! but hope is almost dead ; 

Time was that still we thought to meet ; 
But now, when Freedom's self is tad, ^/^ 

Hope may not loose her fettered feet ; 
For me — in life 'tis mine to weep, 

Like the lone night-hird on the spray, 
In death my griefs, and I shall sleep — 

I only wake at hreak of day. 
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Judges it. 



To Tabor'f mount the ATcngcr came, 
Ten thousand men were at His feet. 

And Canaan's host, like ranks of flame. 
Were gadiered to their foes' defeat ; 

Nine hundred iron cars told o'er. 

Each one a chosen warrior bore. 

To Tabor's mount, from Edom's field. 
And rugged Sinai's melting form. 

With clouds that dropped and earth that reeled. 
The God of Israel marched in storm. 

And by Megiddo's watery bed 

Proud Canaan's host discomfited. 

Then fought the kings, but fought in vain, 
And vainly raised the guardian shield. 

Of golden store they took no gain. 
For Heaven the Avenger's sword did wield ; 
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The stars in order joined the fray, 
And Kishon swept their pride away. 

Down off his chariot Jahin's chief, 
Alighting, fled with trembling speed, 

At Jael's tent he craved relief. 
And bowed him like a broken reed ; 

In lordly dish the milk she gave. 

And Sisera slept upon his grave. 

The sun yet gilds the western skies. 

The mother to the window steals. 
And through the lattice fondly cries — 

Why tarry thus his chariot wheels ? 
Her heart its own reply returns. 
And at th' expected plunder bums. 

Weep ! childless mother, freely weep ! 

The nail its fatal work has done, 
Thy hero sleeps his last long sleep. 

And set for ever is his sun ; 
The workman's hammer gave the blow 
That laid thy life's sweet promise low. 
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THE HIDING PLACE. 

Mt God ! if in my struggling heart 
Dark passions, stirred by Satan's art, 

Their angry billows toss : 
If, 'mid affliction's highest tide, 
I seek a refuge at Thy side, 

Hide me behind the cross. 

When Flattery weaves her subtle spell, 
Let not my heart exulting swell, 

But count it worse than dross ; 
For better is that name unknown. 
Lost in the brightness of Thine own, 

And hid behind the cross. 

If called to duty's foremost band, 
I take my calm unshrinking stand. 

And suffer shame and loss ; 
Let me not seek a vaimted name. 
But upward look to Thee for fame, 

And hide behind the cross. 

E 
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When telling Thy salvation free, 
Let all-absorhing thoughts of Thee 

My mind and soul engross ; 
And when all hearts are bowed and stirred, 
Beneath the influence of Thy word, 

Hide me behind the cross. 

Thus hid in Thee, my peaceful breast 
In calm obscurity shall rest. 

And wait the welcome call, 
Where hosts that pass our earthly dream, 
Shall glory in no other theme 

Than Christ, the All in All. 



« Christ died for the ungodly." 

Romans ▼. 6. 



As when the fount of light. 
Pillowing his head upon a bank of cloud, 

Shines more intensely bright, 
In dazzling contrast to its sable shroud ; 
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So let Thy sun of grace 
Above my sins* black mass His glory spread, 

And, from His beaming face, 
A greater lustre o'er the dark horizon shed. 

For thus Thy Love, O Lord, 
Its mighty sympathy to us commends, 

When He that kept Thy word 
Resigned his breath for sinners as for friends; 

And this is all my plea, 
That Thou art boundless, I both vile and small, 

For my necessity. 
In having nought by right, asserts its right to all. 

Mysterious tenderness ! 
That seeks, 'mid rebel strife, its place of rest. 

And meets with kind caress 
The child that spumed the heart that loved him best! 

Shall mortal reason prove 
Thy mystic plan, and show how sin became 

The argument of love. 
When He who knew no sin endured its guilt and shame ? 
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Oh ! impotence rf thought, 
If he, who, standing on the awfnl hiink 

Of sovereign will, was tanght 
By tottering reason firom the depth to shrink ; 

What pen that mind shall show. 
Which ranks of stooping angels fain would scan. 

Who wondering seek to know. 
When man forsook his God, how Grod came down to man ? 

Enough for me to feel 
That " God is love ;" for this my fear allays, 

While Faith adores love's seal. 
And on the hope unseen its courage stays ; 

Just as in soaring flight, 
Poised on the viewless element, some hird 

Looks from his noiseless height 
Upon this jarring world unruffled and unstirred. 
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